"Our story"
From light, sand; from sea, murmurs; from strains, your voice.
From mornings, conk shells; from palms, caresses; from melodies, your body.
From evenings, horizon: from breezes, aromas; from calypsos, your company . . . I need you . . . From nights, silence; From foam, the bed. From dramas. . . That is our story.
"First Marine Nocturne"
Abandon is in the night Of the separation into which sink the lovers. There is simply no possibility of a greater failure. Therefore, they no longer possess the measured words Nor the tittle-tattles that might spoil the gazes. So the excuses will separate the abused bodies, Nor will the deceptions work . . . There will be no sparrow, nor rose, nor nightingale; The moans will not emit from the lucky breast.
The cavalcade will come, with feinted caresses And the excessive effort will rhythmically collapse.
Dying sparkles will escape like sparkles that crackle As their outlines touch.
The removed room will not explode in the mirror Before the galvanized groans of the aqueous struggle.
"Of the sandstone struggle"
The bullfighter conquers with his arrogant movements; His body exudes before his obedient victim, with a sensual atavistic squint, to the instinctive pleasures.
The bullfighter wounds with his magnificent dagger; He sacrifices his body so that the victim complies In his bloody role of desired love, expectant of his onslaught.
The bullfighter attacks, thrusting again and again; His body is rewarded with sweat and a haughty stare, when the victim doesn't succumb to his delirium.
The bullfighter completes his tasks with groaning cheers; His body ceases to obey his earlier passion Because the victim moans, in tumescent union, racked with pain Victim and bullfighter take pleasure in the springy arena. The moon and the sea are witnesses, Even the stars… Victim and bullfighter take pleasure in the springy arena.
The moon and the sea are witnesses, Even the stars. . .
